PAIN TO BE DELIVERED by Frank B. Ford 


The gray-blacks of ship and water, lowering sky. streaming 
from the copper fuzz of a brooding sun. Streaming towards it. 

But streaming towards it. As everything. 

As everything is to and away. 

For the inch-high one. Now. Then he felt The ship not the 
world holding it. It was enough. It is 

insufficient. 

Travel up the coppering wake among glimmers of slate- 
phosphorescence, to the twin broils. Go up the 
throbbing belly to The red rail, doubled in The slick light. 
A soldier leans against the riveted wall. 

Closer the rivets look like oranges. 

Cap a parabolic swoop nesting plums of flame-traced Lint. 

Below it the face, kidney-colored. 

Grows larger than the ship in the mind. Of course. Depends. 

As The mind depends. 

I am inch-high. My face outfaces the sun. 


Thinking. Of another sun. Other suns. Impossible. 


Then. 


I am a young soldier on a ship. I was barely younger going at 


another sun which dropped, 


making the top of a mountain as two. There is a lake. It 


depends. Since they are in Japan. Or were. They need to be 
there. 
~ 9 
I needed to be there since I was. Am. It depends. You ~on't 


want 


what you want: our tragedy. I go on 


reading a book on a train on a bridge over a lake next to a 


mountain. Kamakaze pilots, young men of 


seventeen, rode this train. They carried 


a ball of rice, enleafed. Sweet in a pocket of leaves. They 


had the shit blown out of them. So much for causes and 


other Capital Concerns. 


I form my empty hands to receive a leaf-wrapped ball of rice~ 
The light coming through the train windows is 
yellow. My hands are yellow. It is a strain I am not up to::.) 


~en. 


Now the windows are reddening for the sun is as a ball where 
the rails point. And the train, hollow tube, 


click-clicking wide rails behind, widening behind 


thrusts into sucking fire. 


It is always the same sun. Invents and consumes. It's a 


Simple as that. We're ~ here to burn ourselves out. 


It's as simple as that. There's nothing else, there's 


no click or tick or beat or throb as the windows gloss hard 
black and the train of blood stops though you 
plunge on, pale skin ripping back through corposants of breath 
into the sun which became as a firing maelstrom and she 


being with child cried, travailing in birth, and pained to be 


delivered. 


NOTRE DAME BEAT ARMY! THEY DID! The orange dial of the 
Philco radio throbbed as pebbles rattled 
in the speaker. THEY'RE... The grill of the lost-flower rug 
ground into my elbows. Across the murky pond of the 
coffee table danced a paper rose...ON THE TEN TEN TEN! LADIES 
AND GENTLEMEN OF THE 
LISSSSSSSSSSSSSSSTENING. And I'm jerked up and a twel twists in 
my ear Like quartz. My father's blank face 
blocks the dim light. I still feel the bassing tingle of That 
speaker, the orange ball sliding the walls. THEY'RE 


UNPILING THEM NOW IT LOOKS LIKE A TOUCHDOWN FROM HERE! 


FROM HERE LOOKS LIKE A LITTLE BOY GONNA GET HIS ASS BROKEN IF 
HE MOVES AROUND 


ANYMORE. 


IT IS! NOTRE DAME.. ~he sting rips my face, breaTh-stopped in 


the sour, smoky heat. WINS! 


I GIVE UP! I...his voice trails into darkness. That orange 
ball runs riot up and do~ the sooty walls, collides 
with cold black widows and pausesover the table to suck in all 


the gray. 


Mrs Molumphy glistens from the Morris Chair. 


DON"T BLAME THE BOY FOR YOUR NERVES. 


NOTRE DAME WONI 


IS IT THE WORLD SERIES DEAR? WHY CRY ABOUT IT ANYWAYS? YOUR 


MOTHER CRIED-FOR A 


HOBBY. Her hair is the red light of the stove. 


MY MOMMY? 


SHE RAN AWAY WITH THE MILKMAN. I'LL TAKE SOME ~ TODAY! I'LL 


TAKE SOME HMMMMMM 


TODAYt 


Thin and ashbrown hair: I GIVER ~VERYTHING. Making the 


blot~he5 


jump like glassy fleas around the smoky room. Stove-fuming lid- 
remembering the stickings of toast. Black fall 

windows. Molumphy's yellow~fists smile. My fatherls dead hair. 
I'M COLD COLD COLD. I TOLD I TOLD I 

TOLD. THAT'S THE BASEBALL THE WORLD SERIES. MRS MOLUMPHY KNOWS 
IT~S ALL 


FOOLISHNESS. THAT ONE THERE BET ENO~GH ON IT. 


And the blotches merge to one smoky undulant bowi-MoLumphy 


and the stove looming, leaping, shrinking 


It-squat bursting black with chrome bumpers spreading her 
reflection five funny feet. When no one's in it you 


can touch it with your finger. Watch your fi~rprint 


I am watching my little print dissapear into bluing chrome 


heat. It makes a cloud and is gone. Writhing 


000000 of the oil fire took it. 


WHOOOOO goes Mrs Molumphy's scream. Your mother it made her 
Laugh. COURSE YOU'RE COLD 


WITHOUT NO MOTHER. 


I LET HER GO. IT BREAKS MY HEART. 


SHUT UP. 


How to make the towel go round. Which end? I must watch her. 
In the darkening kitchen, my far father 
leaning against the light. Her)~r torn sneaks and red s~er than 
wide anklets at the bottom of cones twist up with 
Snagged silk stockings past~e cream bar bottom of the Morris 
chair and up to the tensile hem.,.water waves of dark 
and fading green dress. Her sitting-down belly basketed under 
it. Up the narrowing open front of the gray-haired black 


coat sweater to the brass safety pin 


Damming the spated breasts. 


Shiny fire face round round round. 


Y;l~o(+leanin~ teeth knuckle-red nose button ~loss eyes DID 
YOU Rusty, ~-threaded hair--a pencil dives, 


T!~E IT ALL IN SWEETHEART? 


Swelling red arms arms of The chair. Her arms were The arms of 


the chair. 


He throws his arm as if it had a ball and now shets up and 


hugely rocking WANNA PLAY HUH? 


I'M COLDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD. 


He slides by her and into the morris chair. Therets no 


impact. He lights a cigarette as she rubs you with the 


towel. 


IT HURTS. 


THAT'S WHAT SHE SAID DARLING. WHOOOOO! 


BANSHEE BITCH. 


I'LL TAKE SOME HUMMMM TODAY. 


GIVER HOUSE, HAT, EVERYTHING! 


THIS CASTLE! 


His crying made the light whht it was Then. It wasn't that 


before. Inseparable from The dark cold glistening 


Mrs Molumphy smoke walls stove. Never again that particular 


light. 


Not then since I closed my eyes. WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY IN 


Heel of her hand pawing my shoulder. 


IT SAID GOD SAVE ME IM STRANGLING. IT SAID I CRY ALL DAY. 


IT SAID LIFE'LL RAM YOU 


BIGGER THAN ANY COCK. 


WHAT1S IT MEAN? WHEN~SHE~ COMING BACK? 


WHEN THE MOON COMES OVER THE MOUNTAIN. 


WHEN~S THAT? She buffs you like a shoe and you keep your eyes 


jammed shut in that smoky sour kitchen, 


basin rock rocking freezing water over your feet. 


STOP DANCING! LEAVE IT TO YOUR OLD MAN. aaaa 


I WANT MY MOMMY! 


GET IN LINE! 


FUCK YOU! 


AM I AFRAID OF YOU? FART IN A WINDSTORM. 


DON~T LISTEN TO HIS DIRTY MOUTH SWEETHEART. YOUR MOTHER RUN 


AWAY WITh THE MILKMAN 


AND YOUR FATHER LIVES IN SIN WITH MRS MOLUMPHY. WHOOOOOOO0O! 


Her scream ran the light away~ ran it into the orange ball which 


ran from The Philco. 


She flung away the towel. Thrust up her az~is. Screamed. 


I'M COLD. I was cold again. I am cold. My 


thumb a man's thumb flicking a cigarette. 


-Get rid of,Joe. They kill. 


-I did. Anyways Itm on this earth to die. I'm going back to 


Xorea and they'll get me this time for Sure. 


-This bad idea. To dying. For to live. How you say-? 


-Anything. 


-No~ No make joke. 


-Nothing. 


-Stop joke! I get mad youl 


-Mad at you. 


-Oh God...I could tell you. If I. If. 


-YesssssSSSSSSSSS. 


-How. How my people look you~ people. Stop silly! Jesus! 


-Your problems are solved. One quarter. One jackpot! 


-Money! 


-Yours. I'm pouring it on you like milk. 


-Stop 

ZZZZ -Why? I'in enjoying it. 
-No! Goddamn! 
-Why 


-I am whore I am whore I am whore I am whore. Jees Christ! 


-You don't have to say that. I don't care... 


-~ cry now I cry today I cry all time. I can't tell you 


Language words. 


-Try to calm down. Everybodyls looking. 


-0 Jesus I am whore. 


Oh he ~as a lonely soldier boy in the den of Hong Kong Lil 


And then funny words and her room-bursting laugh. 


WORLD SERIESMILKMANNOTREDAMEHMM~~TODAY . 


I'M COLD. WHAT DID THE NOTE SAY? 


SAY SAY SAY SAY says the echo to now. 


WHAT 77~Y ALL SAY~ FORGET IT! 


BUY HER HAT. TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. 


FORGET IT. 


TWELVE FUCKIN DOLLARS. IN MALLEY'S. 


ALLS YOU GOT LEFT IS GOOD TASTE. 


I'M. ..DIE. 


WHAT YOU WAITING FOR? 


WANT HER...SAY SORRY. 


LIFE~ ASSHOLE JOKE, SPUD. BITE ON YOUR BLOOD WHILES IT 
CHOKES. 


yyyy 


DivaceGAN?T IT Sa# 


COMIN OUT BLACK. GET RID OF THE CIGARETTE. 


Flip flop red arc. 


SMOKIN AND CHOKIN t POOR DARLIN SPUD WRO MADE THE WORLD? 


GOD DID. THEY TOLD ME. I'M COLD. 


ASK GOD FOR CLOTHES NOT MRS MOLUMPHY. 


WHAT LL HAPPEN TO THE KID? OH THE DARK DARK DARK. 


el 


YOU/LIVE. LONG ENOUGH. 


I'M COLD. 


IT WAS A TWELVE DOLLAR HAT, GOD. 


FUCK YOU THE HAT AND GOD AND THIS LITTLE SISSY. LET LIFE 


SQUEEZE! 


D 
MRS MOLUMPHY in rust and salt and flppy breasts POPS UP, 
Up in that dead light while my father sobs and I shake with 


cold. 


I know her now. 


Choral heart X. As I know the whore with the lapful of 


Silver. I know my father in his coffin, myself ona 


sounding ship. It's 


always too late wh~n you know. It doesn't depend. 


What depends is that kitchen and our staying there then for 


Honey. She's a knife making her own Light. 


HEY! WHERE'S THE BODY? EVER HEAR OF EDISON? 


LET THERE BE LIGHT. It's your father hanging from the chain 


of the drifting globe, the light stinging out. 


WHERE'S THERE'S LIFE THERE'S HOPE HEY? 


THERE'S ALWAYS HOPE IN HIM WHEN A SKIRT CREEPS AROUND. 


I DON'T THINX I LIKE THAT MRS MOLUMPHY. 


YOU DON'T HAVE TO LIKE SHIT. YOU'RE A FUCKIN BABYSITTER. 


I DON"T HAVE TO LISTEN TO THAT KIND OF LANGUAGE. 


GIRLS GIRLS GIRLS, He waves his az~s in that smoky kitchen, 


each black pane in the window like a movie. 


DONITYOU WORRY SPUD. WE UNDERSTAND EACH OTHER. 


HI TARZAN. 


HI HONEY. 


WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY? AM I YOUR GIRLFRIEND? 


CAUSE IT'S YOUR NAME. 


WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY? I'M NOT YOUR GIRLFRIEND. 


CA~ IT9S YOUR NAME. 


WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY WHY I DON'T KNOW. 


MOLUMPHY p~~es hi~ out the door. DROPPING ROUND TO LEARY'S. 


CHECK! I'LL PUT MY BOYFRIEND TO BED...BITCH. 


11M NOT YOUR BOYFRIEND. OUCH. The scratchy flannel of 


pyjamas. 


THAT'S A NICE LITTLE PECKER YOU GOT THERE. HURRY UP AND GROW 


UP. 


IT1S MY PEE PEE. 


TAKE IT TO BED WITh YOU OR I1LL CUT IT OFF! The hvle of the 
shirt with the sliding yellow light. My 
Slulider is gingerale. The freezing ;$~ linoleum as you run 


from her. 


In your room she drifts above, punches the covers under your 
chin. I'M ALWAYS JUST KIDDING. SAY 
GOODNIGHT. Ash headlights swish up the wall and bed across the 
ceiling to disappear after a singing car. 


GOODNIGHT 


HONEY, WHY DO YOU CALL ME HONEY AM I YOUR GIRLFRIEND? YOU STAY 


IN HERE ALL NIGHT 


UNERSTAND? She's not your girlfriend. She is no one and there 


is no one 


in the liquid ringing dark the or~~~'ge bail covers the 
ceiling and throb5 that Notre Dame beat ~r~ny. They 


did. 


Woody click of the ice box opening and you hold your waked 
breath to bursting cause the ice box is the ice 
man. You put the card in the window, one way for a quarter cake 
another for a half. YOUR MOTHER HAD HER OWN 


SIGNALS. YOU SAID THE MILKMAN! 


ICE MAN BROKE HER IN. 


IT'S MRS MOLUMPHY'S WAY OF HAVING FUN. YOiJR MOTHER LEFT BY 


HERSELF. VISITING. 


DON'T MAKE NO DIFFERENCE. BACK TOMORROW. 


The color was leaving his hair. 


womph closed the outside door and you fling the orange ball 


against the dark. Throbs in a shiny black liquid. 


THEY BEAT ARRY. 


I DON'T CARE THEY COME IN. THEY CHIP? ~OW MUCH YOU GET2 


CASE. BLUE RIBBON. 


WON'T TAKE MUCH THOSE ASSHOLES. CMON UP! 


Their climbing steps vibrating the orange ball, the house. 


SH! Crinkling crisp bags giggles SH! SHI. 


Voicelaughs. DAMN YOU! SH! WAKE THE BABY! SHIT FOR THIS 


PARTY. 


Clicksteps. 


Rattlecan and crispbag thump. 


The yellow crack under my door is crossed with shadows. 


hold my breath. I am one thundering pulse. 


BEEN THROUGH ENOUGH 


-You Liketa shake to death. 


-They're...shootin at me. 


-No fuckin taste you jump in a hole with a nigger. 


-Yeah. Well. You know. 


-You nigger too. Just don't know it. 


VVVV 


-Yeah. Well. Why don't you go...help out the gooks7. 


-I should man. Theys yellow niggers. 


-We're all niggers there's no war, right? 


-Gotta be war. I rnean.,.o00000...you all right? They liketa 


drop that mortar shell on my black cock. 


...No wisecrack for that. 


-Too scared. 


-Forget it! You gonna die. 


-I'll get out. You'll... 


-Uh uh. We both gotta die cause there's a big white fat boy 
humpin some broad by his pool whiles his wife's inside 


fuckin broilin three-fuckin-inch high steak. 


-I'll settle for the steak. 


-You don't know nothin white nigger! You gonna die for one hump, 


me for another. And his fuckin ass is heavin up 


right now. Gonna be you or me? 


-Be my guest. 


-Thanks. I'm gonna run out there and let my China Nigger 


buddies shoot me into an asshole. Now let go! You play 


tackle? That big white fat humpin boy give you a scholarship. 


Just suck his cock the once~ Hell you're 


1 


doin that here. 


-You're crazy! 


-My head is! Now let me go. 


uUUUU 


-No fuckin wayl 


-You can't hold me all night or how many days 


we stay here. Cause we gotta stay here. 


-I can hold you now. 


-Make a deal. My those Chinesekoreans is loud. 


You say you love me I won't run out. 


-I'm no queer. 


-That's the here and now wrong word Baby. Nothin 


hoh-mo-sexy y'all. 


're 


-You/so fuckin crazy. 


-Crazy is truth. 


-Forget it. 


-Just say the words. 


-No. 


-Please say them man. 


-C'mon now. 


-No I won't. Only place i'm goin is up and out into 


that firestorm. That rich boy gotta get his fuck 


and it's you and me he's fuckin. 


-You're all mixed up. 


-You can be stupid all your life but you gotta say 


you love me. 


-No. 


-Just the words. Then I don't try diddleyfuck. 


-The words don't mean diddleyfuck. 


-No words do man. 


-Then fuck it I love you. 


nnnn 


Flowers. Yellow Light explodes The doorway. Flowers. I'M GERRY 


AND I'M A GOOD HUGGER. MI~IHHHH! 


Flowers. 


GODDAMN YOUR SWEET LITTLE ASS (~RRY! DON'T WAKE UP THE FUCKIN 


BABY ! 


HE'S LAUGHING HE'S MY GIGGLE FACTORY. AREN'T YOU MY GIGGLE 


FACTORY? 


Flowers and her just touching fingers and your cool liquid 


laughing. The freezing soaring delight of it all in The 


long-ago bedroom. 


TICKLE TICKLE I WANT A KISS. 


MY PEE PEE DOES P155. 


YOU ARE BAD! I'M TAKING MY KISSES BACK. 


HE GETS IT FROM THE SHREW. 


I FORGIVE YOU. NOW I'LL GIVE ALL THE KISSES BACK TO YOU 


AGAIN. 


ARE YOU MY MOMMY? 


I WILL HOLD YOUR LITTLE BROKEN HEART! I WILL HUG IT FOREVER! 


CUT THE SHIT AND LEAVE HIM ALONE ~RRY! 


CAN YOU MAKE FUDGE? 


I1LL MAKE FUDGE AT OUR PARTY. 


MY MOMMY...I THINK...WHEN I WAS A BABY... 


I'LL MAKE FUDGE JUST LIKE THAT. Flowers. She bitesthe end 
of my nose. YOU STAY HERE AND IN 


JUST A LITTLE WHILE... 


CAN I COME TO THE PARTY? I'LL BE GOOD. 


Honey stretches The yellow doorway with her yellow. Her voice 


is a truck. NO! NOW BACK TO SLEEP! 
ILE 
OH LET HIM COME FOR A LITTLE WHI HONEY. (WHY DO THEY CALL 


HER THAT?) 


PLEASE. Flowers. 
S 

She leave the light and it hits me. I DON'T GIVE A SHIT. 
4 


BUT DON'T TELL QUEENIE. SHE'S OUT FOR MY BLOOD. 


WHY? Flowers. 


0000 


S 


CA~ I'M GONNA SCREW HER OLD MAN. WANNA FEEL DEAD MAN'S COCK. 


YOU~ NAUGHTY 


SOMETHING LIKE THAT. 


I HEAR MY FAVORITE WORD? Like the Philco up loudest. 


OPEN THE BEER MAC. ASK STRETCH TO HELP YOU IF HE AINT TOO 


STUPID. 


YOUR WISH IS MY DEMAND. 


Gerry's pillow hand as you walk into the light with her. Blue 


staring down at you under the sliding globe of 


the kitchen light. Big and black-edged Mac. HOW THE LADIES HOLD 


ONTA THEIR PANTS WITh ~ AROUND? 


Gerry jerks her hand a~ay she's all red. 


I'M HOLDIN ON TO MINE MAC! 


WHAT ODDS YOU GIVE ME? 


Stretch'g pushing chinnose, the globe on his head. 


b 


Foam running up a tilted glass. I'LL TAKE ANY ODDS. 


THEY'RE EIGHT TO ONE WITH ME AND HONEY. ONE INCH NOW AND 


EIGHT LATER. 


DELIVER ON THAT AND YOU CAN FUCK THE NEIGHBORHOOD. 


HONEY! Flowers. MUST YOU BE SO COARSE? 


YEAH. 


Pouring brown. 


Brown coming way down from Stretch. TAKE A BEER SHORTSTOP. 


Smooth pocked foam jumping tingles. HEY JUST A LITTLE! 


After the quick burn flooding gulp intwisting bitter wince. 


Circling faces each bigger than the room. 


STRETCH! HE'S A CHILD! 


I DIDN~ KNOW HE WAS GONNA SWALLOW THE ... 


GIVE ME A WEEK I'LL~ MAKE HIM A MAN. 


WHAT A FACE'S HE'S MAKING. IS HE ALL RIGHT? 


WHAT A FACE FACE FACE CIRCLING FACES. 


Pppp 


Purple hairy Mac he rides on boats. Honey she's not your 
girlfriend, Gerry has no face now. She is flowers. 
Stretch is everything squinched. 


Downsp inning rim of faces big big teeth. 


HE'S GOIN OUT ~IT! Mac's bomb voice. 


HE SHALL RETURN. Shrieklaughs. 


Garbled whirl of the radio's dial. Floor tin as they dance. 


WE SHOULD AT LEAST PUT HIM BACK TO BED. ONLY MY HAND GOES 


INTO MY BLOUSE STRETCH. 


MAKE HIM WRITE IT A THOUSAND TIMES TEACHER. 


YOU COULDN'T WRITE ITONCE MAC. 


THERE'S ONLY WHITE LEAD IN MY PENCIL. 


Why did they call her Honey? 


TELL HIM THE SAME THING FOR ME GERRY. 


DEFEND YOURSELFS AT ALL TIMES. RIGHT STRETCH? 


IF I DON'T BRAAK MY CHERRY I'LL BE A FAIRY! 


TUNE IN NEXT WEEK. 


HER BODY'S A TEMPLE. 


WHAT'S YOURS? 


KEEP IT UP AND YOU'LL NEVER FIND OUT MAC. 


I'M KEEPING IT UP TO FIND OUT. 


PLEASE YOU THREE THE BABY'S HEARING ALL THIS IF HE'S NOT 


ASLEEP. 


ME AND HONEY'LL GO IN GET HIS ROOM READY FOR HIM. RIGHT 


BABY? 


THAT'S ALL WE'LL DO. 


BUT OF COURSE. I~LL SHOW YOU THE HOSPITAL TUCK. 


MISP(~RNOUNCED A WORD THERE. qqqq 


YOU ARE POSITIVELY NAUGHTY STRETCH. NOW YOU JU3T 3T0? 1714 


WHAT ? 


YOUR TALKING AND YOUR EXPLORING. 


YOURE SAVIN~ IT FOR YOUR HUSBAND RIGHT? 


UM ~ Flowers. 


HE'D THANK ME FOR BREAKIN YOU IN. 


NO THANKS. Flowers. 


SHIT SHORTSTOP SHIT SHIT SHITi 


Can you make fudge? 


HE'S GETTIN WHAT HE WANTS IN THERE. 


Notre Dame beat Army. 


YOU JUST BE A PRIEST OR SOMETHING. NOTRE DAME BEAT ARMY SO 


EVERYTHING'S 


POSSIBLE. HAVE SOME MORE BEER BUT SLOWER. 


Clickfuzz slopping eruption way up over me like mountains. 


Can comes down big as a chair. BE MY GUEST SHORTSTOP. IT'S YOU 


AND ME. I FINISHED TWELVE SINCE I COME BACK OUT HERE. GERRY'S 


READIN HALF-A-CASE BOOK AND MAC'S GETTIN HALFCASEFUCK. FUCK 


FUCK FUCK! 


GETTIN NOTHER BEER. Click of the icebox. 


Fuokin ice man he told The milkaan to to to to to take my 


mother. 


WAY IT GOES. YOU'RE ON THIS EARTH TO GET FUCKED SHORTSTOP. 


IT'S A FUCKIN 


GODDAMN FUCKIN FIGURE OF FUCKIN GODDAMN SPEECH. 


STRETCH! NOW YOU WATCH YOUR NAUGHTY MOUTH IF YOU'RE TALKING 


TO THAT CHILD. 


He squinchface sways,the globe on his head, pullchain across 
his pulsing nose. PEEPEEPEEPEE. WARM 
LUKEWARM FUCKIN PEE PEE AND SHE CALLS HERESELF A WOMA~~. I 
COULD SCREW A SNAKE AND I 
GET HER. 
RRRR 


She can make fudge. 


NO SHIT? 


Honey aint my girlfriend. 


TOO BAD. 


WELL WELL WELL WELL OUR YOUNG FRIEND RETURNS TO THE LIVIN. 


WE WAS LONGER THAN WE EXPECTED GETTIN THAT HOSPITAL TUCK JUST 
RIGHT. WHERE1S GERRY? I'LL.. 


TEACH IT TO HER. 


NOBODY CAN LEARN LES THEY WANT TO. 


HONEY YOU'RE ONE FUCKIN WISE WOMAN. AH GERRY! KITCHEN 
DISCUSSION. WE'RE TALKIN 


ABOUT PHILOSOPHY. 


AND I WAS READING ABOUT ELEANOR ROOSEVELT. SHE1S A 
WONDERFUL WOMAN. 
COME INTO OUR 


Flowers. 


WE CAN ROCK LIKE THIS AND PRETEND THAT THIS ~zir~-iru~r~i 
THAT'S THE MOTOR. THEN WE'LL 
HAVE FUDGE TO WHERE WE'RE GOING. IT'S A PLACE SO WONDERFUL IT A 
NAME. 


BED'S A SHIP. WHEN WE GET 


DOESN'T EVEN HAVE 


I can't go cause my mother's comm back tomorrow. 


IF I COULD JUST HUG YOU FOREVER. 


PIGS 


WHAT 


Yeu didn't make fudge! 


PLEASE DON'T CRY. I'LL COME BY MYSELF AND MAKE FUDGE. THEY'RE 


OUT THERE AND STRETCH IS A SNORING DRUNKEN PIG. HONESTLY! 


A DATE! 


The Light slams in and MoLlumphy stops it all. OUT! 


WE WERE JUST! 


AND YOU1 RE JUST ANOTHER KIND OF WHORE IS WHAT YOU ARE. 


AND JUST CRY ALL YOU WANT. WE VE HEARD IT ALL AROUND HERE’. 


AND WE DON'T W~ANOTHER ONE LIKE HIS MOTHER! SO CRY ALL YOU 


WANT! I SMELL BEER. I SMELL BEER ON THIS CHILD. 


DON'T HIT ME! We're rolling around beer and flowers and then 


Mac throws us all off the bed. 


JESUS H.CHRIST WAIT A MINUTE. 


Then Mac's in the middle and then welre. in the kitchen with 


the Light stinging and singing. Honey kisses 


Daddy. 


GET AWAY FROM HIM MANSTEALER. 


YOU GOT A FILTHY MOUTH MRS MOLUMPHY ! 


WE'LL SEE ABOUT IT. 


AND A FILTHY BRAIN. 


CAUSE YOU'RE IN IT AND YOUR TRICKS. And Mac is laughing 
laughing laughing as they circle each 
other and Gerry sobs and Stretch tries to get up as they step 
over and on him and my father collapses into the morris 
chair GIVER HAT EVERYTHING. And Mac says THESE TWO 'D RIP THE 
PAINT FROM THE WALLS. IT'S 


BEAUTIFUL’. 


I THREW ONE WHORE OUT OF HERE YOU'RE JUST ANOTHER. ~~rry 


tries to hug me and I kick her. 


~VERY DOG SMELLS HER OWN. 


YOU'RE A CRAB LIVIN IN THE HAIR OF AN ASSHOLE. THAT'S ALL 


YOU ARE TO ME HONEY. 


I'M GONNA CLOSE THAT GAREAGEMOUTH! 


I LOVE THE BOTH OF YOU SOS I'M REFEREE . IT1S NOTRE D~ME AND 


AR~MY, TWO MEAN 


GIANTS. 


Ssss 
Their wa~ ~uartercir~le~ spre~d palm~ nail pointed. Honey 


stiff; 


Molumphy waving for furious jelly balance, trembling red hair 
fuzzed with gray. Both electric-furred and feather 
preened with rolling gloss eyes as they move back and forth in 


their grooves. 


OH THIS IS FINE. LOVELYI LOVELY! 


Honey feints a lunge her shadow running wildly under the 


yellow bowl. Like smoke. The chrome bumper of 


the stove smearing them both together 


as Molumphy thrashes The air to keep from falling. 


IT COST TWELVE DOLLARS IN MALLEYS. SHE...LEAVES WITh IT NEXT 


DAY. 


NOW WATCH HER,MOTHER.1 SHE9S A TIGER! MAY BE OVER YOUR 


HEAD. 


I'LL TEAR HER HAIR TO THE DIRTY ROOTS. Gerry is sobbing. 


Molumphy careens over the passed-out Stretch. LOOK OUT! 


OOOOPS! 


Honey butts her whoooosh in the stomach and Molomphy sinks 
through the heaving air in gasps, her shadow 
a growing circle as she falls and Honey smirkingly turning away 
but Molumphy lashes out the heel of her hand to rip 
across Honey twisting neck. Molumphy hits the floor like a huge 


plopped rag doll and Honey is purple and 


choking. 


i 


BOY OH BOY WHAT A COUPLE. DOUBLE ONE PUCH KNOCKDO~~. 


Honey throws up. My father bent Like a question mark holds 


the washpan. 


IN 


Mac toasts everybody: FUCK/THING OF BEAUTY! 


Beer foaming over his hand soaking purple hair. 


Molumphy laughs, spread on the floor, laughs and kicks 


Stretch to make him laugh. 


Their close 


green airless room as she rolled-roar of the spring-over. NELL 


BABY YOU GOT A BIG HEAD? 


Can we go somewheresnice? On a plane. 


NO! The word is the pain in your cheek, her hand 


withdrawing. You cry staring at the pinpoints in the green 
Shade back of her. 


NO NO NO NO NO NO ( 


HONEY! HONEY ~WHAT YOU'LL MEET IN ThIS WORLD! THEY EAT 
BABIES LIKE YOU. AND YOUR 


FATHER. 


The puppythump of the tug brings up the light around me. 
Paleblond greenblond sea light past sunrise 
Superimposes on that tightgreen airless bedroom but the one of 
clicking spoons and phlegm and ch~ing. His body 
grinding him out in the yellow light pinpricking through the 
green shades. He died when I was missing in action, 
myself and the black guy holding each other up for five days 
till they found us. Her letter caught me in the hospital in 


Tokyo. 


If you get This I planted your father and Im gettin lost. I 


got my own life. 


I see him in his coffin. Not stuffed primpink among bloated 


Silk diamonds but playingcard thin into the 


writhing fold of two broils of dough, blotches ofwater bubbling 
and silently, PhosPhore~ntly~ breaking into the slimy 

white. Mid the eagles, Molumphy, Honey, Mac--bloodfaced and 
downstaring. Brooding over his strange coffin long 

after he sinks away. I am my father watching them above him. I 
am an eagle. I am nigger. I am whore. I am male and 


female. I am Christ. 


Come to absorb the world. 


